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"parting is such sweet sorrow", that she would only "say good night till ... tomorrow". "Her bones tailored to her pains" and her "forehead to her thoughtfulness", she felt unworried about her own substance, lived in her acts: "por esta calle que vamos me han dicho que no hay salida; yo la tengo que encontrar aunque me cueste la vida". With the tip of her fingers, "she played the strings of the world, and made them sing of dawns, triumphs, colours, joys, it was her music". Sole, "alma ausente", she had the noble maturity of knowledge. That is why we will always be seated "en las vagas lindes de su alma". She left the world a better place. This is to have succeeded.
